BABY LADY 

I have read every issue of your 
magazine with great Interest. The 
last issue with the "Adult Babies" 
section prompted this letter. 

I am a twenty-three-year-old 
female, who has wet her bed 
almost nightly all my life. There 
was never any pressure put on me 
by my parents to dry up. (I found 
out that my mother and father 
were both late bedwetters.) In¬ 
stead, I was well diapered nightly 
by my mother, after which I was 
sealed up with plastic panties un¬ 
til I turned thirteen. At that time, 
because I was now a teenager, i 
was to diaper myself at bedtime. I 
also graduated from the largest 
size baby pants available to the 
better fitting, adult sized plastic 
panties. 

My toilet training was very lax, 
and I think the reason for this is 
the hell suggested to my mother 
for her bedwetting. Because her 
mother was so strict concerning 
my mother’s bedwetting, I feel my 
mother made no fuss or set no 
time table by which I should be 
toilet trained. I remember that I 


spent the entire kindergarten, and 
almost the whole first grade year, 
in diapers and baby pants. I 
always used them for their Intend¬ 
ed purpose, as it was easier to 
simply wet my pants than to go to 
the girls’ room, remove diapers 
and baby pants, pee, and put 
diapers and baby pants back on. I 
can even remember being as old 
as ten or eleven and having been 
diapered when we were going to 
be out of the house for a long 
period of time, "just in case.” 

When I was between fifteen and 
sixteen, I started to become sex¬ 
ually aroused by the sensations 
caused by the bulky soft diapers 
rubbing me between my legs. By 
that time, I was wearing six baby 
diapers at a time to bed. Unlike 
the girl who wrote in your last 
issue, if my plastic panties leaked, 
another diaper was added until 
there were only wet pants in the 
morning, and not wet bed clothes. 
Six diapers did the trick then, and 
still do now. 

Because I so enjoyed the tactile 
stimulation afforded me by my 
diapers, I started putting them on 
under my more loosely fitting 
dresses during the daytime, four 


60 


at a time. I had some Disney print 
“dress-up" diapers and would 
always put one of them on the out¬ 
side. My plastic panties were 
white, translucent pull-ons, and 
they showed the Disney print 
quite clearly. I would wait until I 
had the urge, and then comfor¬ 
tably wet my diapers, thrilled by 
the pleasure they gave me. 

One day, when I was eighteen, 
my mother caught me. I was a 
senior In high school, and both my 
parents worked. I did not know 
that my mother had come home at 
noon because she wasn't feeling 
well, and I went to my room and 
took off my dress. I was getting 
four clean diapers together when 
she walked into my room and saw 
me wearing only a bra, diapers, 
and plastic panties. She asked me 
why I was wearing diapers and 
baby pants (she always called 
them baby pants) during the day. I 
toid her I had had a few accidents 
at school and decided to wear 
them "just In case." She told me 
that she thought I was a little old 
to be having accidents in the 
daytime, but if I felt I needed 
them, to go ahead and wear them. 

From then on, It was a rare time 














